CHAPTER VIII
MAMACHEN had allowed her husband to die
with gracious concern, her serenity reinforced
by the certainty that a blessed release was in store for
her* She had nursed him with the most skilful care,
his least wish had been law, his every whim a delight-
ful opportunity for service. Everyone had been sur-
prised by her unexpected patient devotion. That
she was delaying his death in order to savour more
fully the exquisite pleasure she would experience
when it came was her own secret. For twenty years,
assailed by his insults, she had lived with a quiet
dignity fed by sardonic satisfaction, for twenty years
she had been strengthened and upheld by the hope
of his death. When it came she had felt like a lame
man deprived of his crutch; she had lost a hope, the
hope of his death* A realistic woman > she had always
recognised the fact that a hope fulfilled is a hope
destroyed, Gone was the intimate hate which for
twenty years had filled her life, It could not easily
be replaced, Intimate hate cannot be impro-
vised.
"There are certain gaps that nothing can fill/' she
had said truthfully,